592          THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
And you say that according to the map I ought to drive
through Astakhov village.  That's the straighter road, L
know, but I shall drive through Malakhov.  I've got distant
relations there too, and I can save my own hay and use
other people's.   Remember you can't carry a stack of hay
about with you, and in a strange district you may find that
you not only can't beg hay, but you won't even be able to*
buy it."
" But haven't you got any relations on the other side of
the Don ? " Gregor asked venomously.
" Yes, I have."
" So you'll go that way too, I suppose ? "
" Don't put those devilish ideas about! " Pantaleimon
flared up. " You speak to the point, and don't try to be
funny ! A fine time to make jokes ! We've got a clever
man in the family now ! "
" There's no point in your visiting all your relations.
A retreat's a retreat, and not a matter of visiting relations.
It's not carnaval time."
" Well, don't instruct me the way to take, I know it
without you."
" If you know, then go whichever way you like."
" It's no good my trying to drive according to your plans.
Only a magpie flies straight: you've heard that said, haven't
you ? I might go driving the devil knows where, in places
where maybe there aren't any roads in the winter-time at
all. Were you really using your wits when you started
talking such nonsense ? And you commanded a division,
tool"
Gregor and the old man wrangled for a long time, but^
after thinking it over, Gregor had to admit that there was ^
a good deal of force in the old man's remarks, and he said
in a conciliatory tone ;
" Don't be angry, father ; I won't try to make you
follow my route. You drive as you wish. I shall try to
look for you beyond the Donietz."
" You should have said that long ago," Pantaleimon
rejoiced. " You go on suggesting all sorts of plans and
routes, but the one thing you don't understand is that a
plan's one thing, but horses can't go anywhere without
fodder."
The old man made leisurely preparations for departure